The George Sand-

of recent years. What difference did it make between the sub-
lime and the ridiculous? What lack of respect; what ig-
norance! what a mess! "Boiled or roasted, same thing!" .and
at the same time, what servility for the opinion of the day, the
dish of the fashion!

All was false! False realism, false army, false credit, and
even false harlots. They were called "marquises," while the
great ladies called themselves familiarly "cochonnettes." Those
girls who were of the tradition of Sophie Arnould, like Lagier,
roused horror. You have not seen the reverence of Saint-
Victor for la Pa'iva. And this falseness (which is perhaps a
consequence7 of romanticism, predominance of passion over
form, and of inspiration over rule) was applied especially in
the manner of judging. They extolled an actress not as an
actress, but as a good mother of a family! They asked art to
be moral, philosophy to be clear, vice to be decent, and science
to be within the range of the people.

But this is a very long letter. When I start abusing my
contemporaries, I never get through with it.

CLXXXIX.    To GEORGE SAND

Croisset, Sunday evening, 10 June, 1871
Dear master,

I never had a greater desire or a greater need to see you than
now. I have just come from Paris and I don't know to whom
to talk. I am choking. I am overcome, or rather, absolutely
disheartened.

The odor of corpses disgusts me less than the miasmas of
egotism that exhale from every mouth. The sight of the ruins
is as nothing in comparison with the great Parisian inanity.
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